SCENE i.]              BOTHWELL                      23

Where it may please you, on their hearts or heads

That in their season were found serviceable,

And now are stones of stumbling?    Time shapes all:

And service he may do you, or else offence,

Even as you handle this sharp point of time,

To turn its edge this wary way or that;

And for the land and state, why, having served,

He may be seasonably stript out of these

When you would do some friend a courtesy

Who has still been found secret and Catholic,

A lantern's eye of counsel in close dark,

While he did blind man's service ; but till then

Let him keep land and name, and all he will,

And blindly serve to the blind end in trust,

To wake a naked fool.    That this may be

I am firm in faith, may it be but with your will.

Queen. He will not help us beat his own faith down;
He is no hawk to seel and then to unhood,
Fly at strange fowl and pluck back blind again.

Rizzio*    Bethink you, madam, he only of all his

kind

Stood out against men hotter in heresy,
Spake down their speeches, overbore Pope Knox,
Broke with his cardinal's college of shrewd saints,
In your free faith's defence, that would have barred

you

From custom of religion ; and I wot,
Save for his help, small help had found my queen
From Huntley or Hamilton, her faith-fellows,
Or any their co-worshippers with her.